ENTER HORTENSE

with a scarf of the same material now floating over my
shoulder and now disputing with .the flaps of my white
silk blouse. My head was extremely hot in a white felt
cloche, while the impression that I was naked from the
waist downwards was as persistent as it was un-
reasonable.
For the hundredth time I put my skirt over my knees,
wondered why women do not die of exposure and tried
to believe that things like myself had been seen off the
music-hall stage. The driving mirror, however, was
not encouraging. Had I been soliciting alms, I cannot
believe that I should have had a good day.
Which brings me to Piers.
As I had said, he made a peach of a girl. His smart
little dress of black silk, with cuffs and a long, low collar
of rose georgette, his broad-brimmed black-and-white hat
and his rhinestone brooch served to set off his delicate
boyish face, while his obvious shyness and the way in
which he cast down his eyes bespoke to the life the
blushing ingenue.
He had reason to blush.
* By his side Hortense, florid, exuberant and profuse,
was illustrating a stream of high-pitched commentary
with a flurry of gesticulation which out-French^d
France herself.
I can never do justice to her looks.
A lemon-coloured dress, surmounted by a bolero of
apple-green lace, made the most of her ample lines : a
fold of black satin ribbon across her brow was tied in a
luxuriant bow over one ear: and a green straw hat
with a brim about half an inch wide completed as
daring a headgear as ever I saw.
Compared with her face, however, these things were
of no account.
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